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ENTRY THE FIRST 
January 28, 2017 


Hi reader, I am glad to see that you found interest in my writings. 
Tam glad to share a few with you, as I don't have many people to 
share with. I do warn you that some of these entries may be a bit 
graphic for you, so feel free to skip those entries. My prolific 
nature will allow for an indulgence of excellent and entertaining 
adventures for any reader. However, the past few entries of mine 
were mainly on the sexual side. I do apologize for this, but, as a 
16-year-old boy, my hormones can have a mind of its own 
sometimes. I do hope you can understand, we've all been through 
that same ordeal. I will say that my fetishes and sexual desires are 
certainly more on the depraved side of things. I have an 
abundance of debauched stories to share with you, which gives 
me a great amount of joy. I would appreciate it if you were able to 
read through these entries and happily enjoy them. It would give 


me the utmost pleasure if you derived pleasure from these 
perverted stories of mine. So without further to do, I will present 
to you these stories in my next entry. 


-Mike 
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ENTRY THE SECOND 
January 29, 2017 


Hello again reader, thanks for your patience. I know you've been 
dying to hear of my debauched adventures. I know I have been 
dying to share them with you for quite some time, but my 
personal life sure can hold me up sometimes. Anyways, I will 
share a recent story of mine that happened a few days ago. Please 
feel free to relieve yourself while reading, I would be delighted 
and turned on. 


It all started whilst on my routine walk home from school. 
The school I go to is only a few blocks away from my house, 
which is convenient for me and just requires an 8-minute walk. 
While on these walks, I would usually pass a rudimentary-looking 
house owned by a man who was in his 20s. I rarely spoke to this 
man due to his reclusive and odd behaviors. When he was out- 
and-about, he seemed like a nice individual and harmless so he 
didn't bother me too much. However, today was different. As I 
passed by his house and saw him tending to his garden, he stared 
right towards me with a primal look. I noticed a faint smirk which 
gave me the impression that it was just another one of his 
eccentrics. My naivety made me ignore this gesture, which was 
one that presented itself as harmful rather than harmless. 

Right after I just about passed his house, I noticed him 
creep towards me gingerly and slowly. My instincts soon kicked 
in which caused me to slowly start to pace away from this 
obvious creep. However, my instincts were also stopping me from 
running away and gave me feelings of horniness and curiosity. 
My heartbeat from the feelings that overcame me caused the man 
to lunge towards me into a nearby ditch by his house. 

I felt a hard thump as he lunged me into the ditch. Once I 
regained my senses from the shocking event, I tried to fight off 
the man. However, I was overpowered by his overwhelming 
stature and strength. As a result, I turned submissive to this primal 
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beast who looked as if he was seeking the most sensual pleasure a 
man could seek. His ecstatic look further proved his intentions 
that he was seeking with me. I suspected he fantasized about such 
an event for months on end. I suspect whilst locked in the house 
and I was walking on my daily route from school to home, he 
would frig himself profusely to me and fantasize about such 
debaucheries. 

This epiphany was only a temporary wash over my body. 
It ended as the man asked me in a gruff voice to unbutton my shirt 
and trousers whilst he does the same thing simultaneously. His 
stern tone made me sheepishly remove my clothing. I noticed his 
impatience of my slowness, which prompted me to speed up the 
process. 

Once I pushed away my dirtied clothing, I then 
immediately felt a shortness of breath which took me by surprise. 
I then noticed that the man was choking me with his soft, well- 
toned hand. While I was feeling significant apprehension, I also 
was feeling a weird feeling of pleasure wash over me. I guess that 
the softness and warmth of his hand caused me to derive pleasure 
from this experience. He noticed my eyes close in pleasure, which 
prompted him to feel all over my sweaty body towards my semi- 
erected prick. As a result, I felt an immense feeling of tingling 
pleasure swirl all through the places he was feeling. The 
shakiness of his hands and breath turned me on so much as I 
knew he was excited to do what he pleased with me. That very 
thought made me incredibly horny and also prompted me to tell 
him to deflower me. 

The nonverbal expression he gave was enough to give me 
an answer. I was going to lose my virginity to someone much 
older than me, someone I never even spoken to, and someone 
who was just lusting after me. I knew I was a slutty boy but that 
just fueled my horniness and wouldn't stop me from obtaining this 
new pleasure. 
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An immediate feeling of temporary acute pain and 
immense pleasure absorbed into me as I noticed him stick his 
prick into my small ass. A soft but noticeably loud moan escaped 
through my mouth. When he heard that moan, this prompted him 
to start thrusting. His thrusting exponentially increased in speed 
and power which intensified the pleasure I was deriving. My 
hands involuntarily grabbed onto his shoulders which turned both 
of us on. This soon turned from something of primal lust into 
passionate romance. I then leaned my head towards his and 
proceeded to make out with him. The saliva was so warm and 
moist, it was euphoric in every regard. We swallowed each other's 
saliva in unison while we were both feeling drugged from the 
sensual pleasure. 

"Oh yes, this is probably the best feeling I've ever felt in 
my life," I muttered to myself. Soon, he said the golden words, "I 
am gonna discharge, I will fill your pretty boy ass with more of 
my semen than you can produce in a week!" I then noticeably 


blushed at what he said and prepared for the finale. After a couple 
more thrusts, I heard a loud and strong moan come from him as 
he released his load that I assume he was saving up for this very 
moment. He started to shake a bit while discharging into my tight 
ass. 


After releasing his load, he became noticeably dazed and 
euphoric from the after-effects of the experience. He laid on the 
grass in the ditch and uttered a few words to me, "You sure are 
definitely what I imagined you would be from my fantasies. You 
were the perfect boy to deflower. A nice tight ass, high 
testosterone, and a beautiful face. | am grateful to have 
deflowered you, young boy. However, I am not yet satisfied. I 
want to do one last thing with you. I would very much appreciate 
it if you would happily swallow my shit as I jack you off until you 
discharge. I want both of us to be satisfied, not just me. How does 
that sound, kid?" I nodded my head eagerly which made the man 
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smile. "Good boy, I knew you would say yes. Now, let's finish 
this fun of ours." 

I positioned myself on the grass laying down while he 
aimed his very hairy ass towards my mouth. He noticed my 
slightly anxious look and said, "Don't be nervous kid, I will be 
gentle. Just sit back and take in my shit. Trust me, you will enjoy 
this experience very much." I nodded sheepishly to his statement 
and took a deep breath. He soon then started to slowly move his 
hand on my prick and frigged me. I then felt the same intense 
feeling of pleasure I did before when he frigged my ass. I was 
feeling the same drugged, euphoric feeling I was before. I 
indulged in it greatly as he slowly started to frig me a bit faster. 

He then said in a stern voice to open my mouth as he was 
about to shit. I opened my mouth on command and immediately 
was startled by the disgusting and mushy feeling of the brown, 
smelly shit spewing from his hairy ass. I even noticed a few bits 
of his ass hair in the shit. I tried to hold in my vomit by thinking 
of the pleasurable feelings that I was currently feeling. As I was 
doing that, I swallowed his shit and became even hornier. I then 
became dazed and weary as white sticky liquid started 
discharging out of my erect prick. The feeling of his hand moving 
on my prick as the white liquid discharged out was a feeling that 
was greater than all. I can best describe it as satisfying and 
relaxing. 

After discharging and once the weary feeling wore off, my 
mind soon focused on the shit and I involuntarily vomited as a 
result of the rotten taste. I apologized to the man for my rudeness 
for vomiting his shit, but I was shocked to see him lick up my 
vomit instead of scolding me. He then got up and patted my head 
calling me a good boy for following his instructions and 
providing him with the pleasure he desired for so long. Afterward, 
he got dressed back into his baggy clothing and walked away 
from the ditch as nothing happened. I stood there dazed and 
confused. The experience certainly changed me for the good. My 
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innocent self was robbed and replaced with a debauched and 
deplorable animal. 

After reflecting on the incident, the euphoric feelings 
washed away and I got dressed back into my trousers and shirt. I 
got up and walked towards the street again to go home. The entire 
walk home was just an internal reflecting of the incident. Later on 
that day, I frigged myself to the incident about 7-8 times and 
discharged more than I ever did before. The incident still turns me 
on to this very day. That was the day I got deflowered and turned 
into my current debauched self. 


-Mike 
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ENTRY THE THIRD 
January 30, 2017 


Welcome back, my fellow reader. I do apologize for the wait; 
even I've been deprived of such libertine activities for some time. 
This time, however, | promise to tell of a story even more 
depraved than the last; of which, will pale in comparison towards 
this deplorable event. Now, reader, I will not ever stop you from 
satisfying yourself through this telling; rather, I will indulge in the 
very thought of you frigging yourself to my perverse tales. Thus, I 
shall begin the new tale for today: 

At this time, my final class of school was coming towards 
a final close. Since it was Mr. Delhart's class, we just read a few 
chapters of the required class reading books. While he was 
reading, the anticipation of enjoying my weekend off of school 
washed over me until the bell ring spoke of my anticipation. "Oh, 
what a great relief. Finally, I have the freedom I seek from this 


coercion," I said to myself internally. I picked up all the materials 
that I left out neatly on my wooden desk and proceeded to walk 
out the door. However, I was suddenly startled from a noticeable 
and firm grasp on my shoulder by what felt like the arms of an 
ape. The ape-like arms brought about great strength on my 
shoulder; which coerced me towards the very room I stepped out 
of. 


"God fuck, finally I got you. I've been deprived for so long 
and fuck do you look so fuckable young boy," said the voice I 
presumed was the person who grabbed me into the now dark 
room. Soon, the epiphany that my teacher, Mr. Delhart, was the 
perpetrator of this incident struck my head with a sharp pain of 
uncertainty; of which, disappeared when I was able to see the man 
was my teacher. Such a man showed many characteristics of a 
sexual monster—His tall and masculine stature, his well-groomed 
hair and teeth along with well-waxed ears, and the big bulge 
protruding out of his dark pants. Undoubtedly, this man was much 
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stronger and stud-like than the previous fellow who deflowered 
me; apart from his noticeable aggressive behavior from his 
sexually deprived state; whereas, my teacher seemed more open 
and direct about his lust. 

"You know, young boy, I've been keeping my eye on you 
for quite some time. But who wouldn't anyway? Like, you must 
realize that you are blessed with fine and sturdy buttocks along 
with that big bulge of yours. I assume your prick must be as big 
as mine; after all, I find great delight of observing it every day 
while teaching your class," said Mr. Delhart. My response was 
seldom of anything direct; rather, I felt a mix of confusion, shock, 
and loved by the compliments he talked about. "Now boy, I know 
you must be shocked which I understand. However, I promise to 
tid you of such issues you face at the moment by guiding you. As 
you may know my boy, we all need to be pleasured every so 
often, even as adults. The job I do weekly rids me of any 
hedonistic pleasure whatsoever; as a result, my wife and children 
left me for my workaholic behaviors as well as my overall 
grumpiness. As a result, I am unable to gain any pleasure 
whatsoever in this environment other than guiding young boys, 
who present strong boyhood, into gaining the pleasure I so seek 
while also teaching them the very pleasure," said Mr. Delhart 
more fanatically than previously. 

T once again gave a confused while also morbidly pleased 
look. Soon, this was changed by the statement he said, "So my 
boy, are you willing to participate in my libertine debaucheries; of 
which, you will be taught and given the same pleasure which I 
receive from you. If you don't want to, then I will leave you to 
your mundane life without the vital knowledge I will give upon 
you. Otherwise, we both can relish this experience during and 
after it. It's your choice but I would prefer you to pick the wiser 
choice. Now tell me boy, what's your answer?" While initially 
hesitant, my perspective was changed through retrospection of my 
last encounter with my libertine neighbor. "Oh fuck, do I crave 
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such an immensely pleasurable feeling again," I said to myself. 
Even though my response was indirect through my noticeably 
excited behavior, Mr. Delhart took my answer as a yes. 
Ultimately, I was thrown from the corner I was in onto the 
ground to be pinned by the well-built man. "I promise you, boy, I 
will make sure the sexual acts I force upon you will be ones that 
are sacrilegious, depraved, and deplorable in every regard. Such 
acts turn me on more than any such feeling ever could. So boy, do 
your best in satisfying my ever wishes while I simultaneously 
satisfy your's," said Mr. Delhart while breathing heavily from his 
horniness. I nodded to his statement which prompted him to 
unclothe himself as well as me and slowly kiss my neck. "God 
damn boy, you have one luscious neck; of which, tastes of youth 
and beauty of boyhood. Oh fuck, the sweat drops from your neck 
turn me on even more. God damn, I must choke that youthful 
neck of yours." Soon, I felt a strong gripping of my neck like 
from the experience with my neighbor. Also, I soon noticed a 
stroke-like feeling of my erect prick. The two strong stimulations 
alone were enough to bring me into a state of euphoria and 
hedonistic nirvana. "Well damn my boy, your prick is just what I 
expected it to be. What fine length and girth; it's almost that of a 
sausage. One who is blessed with such a prick is qualified enough 
to be a libertine." That statement alone said by Mr. Delhart gave 
me more of an interest in this ‘libertine lifestyle’ while also 
transitioning my focus from my loss of breath towards the 
satisfaction of one's desires. In addition to the choking of my neck 
and frigging of my prick, he soon formulated another idea 
towards his libertine adventure. I was able to gain an idea of what 
his next depravity was from him walking towards the wooden 
cross in the classroom. He ripped the wooden cross off the wall, 
which made a noticeable marking on the wall from his aggressive 
ripping of the cross and proceeded to place it on a student table 
relative to where I was at the moment. He ordered me to grab the 
wooden cross and piss on it while he would frig himself to the act. 
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As euphoria was already overtaking my rationality, I 
agreed to his perverted request. Luckily, I already had the urge to 
urinate which startled me by the sudden stream of piss falling on 
the wooden, slightly bent cross. As I was doing this, I saw Mr. 
Delhart frigging his prick vigorously to the very sight of my 
doing; which prompted him to discharge approximately three 
times in my direction. A few bits of his semen hit my face which 
soon turned me on more than I was before. 

However, Mr. Delhart still wasn't fully satisfied in the 
least bit even after his inevitable discharge from the act I 
anticipated would satisfy my teacher. Therefore, he then again 
requested me to perform another act; this time, he wanted me to 
put the piss-stained cross into my buttocks whilst he reams the 
piss-stained cross in my buttocks. I remarked towards him saying 
I never wipe my ass due to my laziness; however, this delighted 
him even more to the point he became fanatic of the act. "Oh boy, 
I love you honestly so damn much. An unwiped asshole is perfect 
for a depraved libertine like myself to fully indulge in. The very 
idea of reaming shit-stained buttocks with a piss-stained cross 
inside of it gives me insurmountable delight." 

Hence, we resumed our debaucheries by inserting the piss- 
stained cross into my foul ass; which gave a slight tingling 
sensation throughout the inside of my buttocks. Mr. Delhart 
immediately stuck his hardened prick into my small but firm ass; 
which gave me feelings of pleasure I never felt before. While 
indulging in my pleasure and neglecting Mr. Delhart's pleasure, 
he started to savagely ream me in a way that can only be 
described as ‘animalistic’. His dissolute attitude protruded more 
when his reaming became more intense and carnal. The passive- 
aggressive moans of his transformed into ones of a wild animal. 
"Oh yes, fuck yes god damn. Such a fucking tight asshole, god 
damn what a blessed boy. An ass of this tightness could please 
men from around the world for days on end. Fuck boy, I'm going 
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to discharge in this shit-stained and piss-stained ass of yours. 
Don't let me down," said Mr. Delhart in between his moans. 

Moments later as I was embracing for his 'monstrous 
discharge’, I was startled by the sudden release of liquid into my 
ass. What surprised me was his almost perpetual discharge, which 
even my debauched self hasn't seen the likes of before. After what 
felt like hours from his discharge, I noticed a decrease in his 
breathing which made me assume that he was satisfied. My 
hypothesis was proven right when he softly spoke this statement, 
"Wow boy, what a goddamn amazing experience. What a 
wonderful ass you have. You should be damn grateful that you 
have such a gift; one of which could satisfy any libertine 
imaginable. Now, boy, I want to finish off this event with 
punishment for making a mess. I want you to eat all the shit and 
piss that fell out of your ass onto the floor. If you are willing to do 
so, then I would love to teach you more ways of the libertine." As 
he told me about the mess, I blushed out of embarrassment. After 
finishing his statement, he patted my head saying to not be 
embarrassed by such a thing. Therefore, I got to work by eating 
and licking up all the piss and shit shaken from the sodomy. 
Unlike the previous incident with my neighbor, I found more 
gratification through licking and eating up my mess this time 
around, 

Once I cleaned my mess, he gave me a kiss on the cheek 
saying to come back again when I need to indulge in my 
libertinage again. I nodded in agreement and walked out of the 
classroom to the now-empty hallway. I checked the time which 
prompted me to dart home as I was 20 minutes late than I usually 
am. 

Later in the day, | reflected on the incident I experienced 
while I was showering for the night. As a result of my reflection, 
it induced me to frig myself to the thought of the experience. 
After only a few minutes, | discharged a thick and long-roped 
load that painted the wall of the shower. The semen of which 
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painted the wall of my shower illustrated the intensive pleasure I 
derived from only the very thought of the dissolute experience. As 
a consequence, my discharges became an obsessive routine to 
further release the hedonistic desires that only increased to a level 
that would be considered ‘fanatic’. 

I appreciate your reading of the story I presented in today's 
entry, my fellow reader. As illustrated by my experience, I am 
developing more feelings of dissolute, hedonism, and libertinage. 
Such developments instill within me my ever-growing depraved 
mind and libertinage; of which, will only get more and more 
sadistic and depraved. Therefore, I anticipate the reader will find 
more and more joy of these accountings, as do I. Now my fellow 
reader, please wait for another entry as I promise for one that is of 
greater dissolute and debaucheries. Farewell, my fellow reader, 
and I hope to see you indulge in another one of my entries again! 


-Mike 
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ENTRY THE FOURTH 
January 31, 2017 

We meet again, my fellow reader, with another one of my 
depraved tales. Once again, I promise all your desires to be 
fulfilled through this entry. As promised, I have with me a tale 
more debauched than the last. However, this one differs from the 
previous two as this one involves the topic of incest. Oh yes, the 
very thought of that pleasures me to the point of fanaticism. God 
damn, you must hear of this immediately. As I write this entry, 
even I have a hard time from not discharging from the mere 
thought alone. Thus, I resume with another tale; of which, is far 
worse than the last as I promised: 

Per my previous entry, I developed a routine of frigging 
myself to the thought of the previous two events. My discharges 
became more intense as I continued along with my obsessive 
routine, which soon caused a bit of concern for my parents. Not 
because of my fanatic sexual urges, but because of my seclusive 
and alienated behavior. The one person who became very 
suspicious of this was my father, who I already had a pertinent 
disdain for. This man alone was far beyond my libertinage, even 
though he appears as innocent as a child. If one ignores his decoy 
of an appearance, then one will see a monster of which the likes 
have never seen before. This man alone, if he were to find out 
about my debaucheries, would punish me in his respective sense. 

I will describe to the reader of what my father looks like— 
He's a balding and scrawny man with a noticeable smile to hide 
his self-hatred, breath of which smells of semen and other sexual 
fluids, yellow, rotting teeth, and a prick able to stretch the anus of 
any able-boy. His reams, to my assumption, must have been 
notorious; his prick shows a bulge even through his wardrobe. 
The very thought of his appearance shows his already unstable 
nature. Additionally, his scandalous behaviors already surpass my 
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previous libertines’. As such, I will list as much of his 
debaucheries as I can think of: 


1. At the tender age of 10, he forced his brother of 8 to suck his 
prick. As his brother was sucking him off, streams of smegma fell 
out onto the floor as he purposely neglected to wash off the 
smegma from his prick. He would force his brother to continue 
the same act all the while he purposely neglected his hygiene. 


2. At school, when he was around 12, he was raped by his teacher 
through means of reaming and frigging. He additionally 
swallowed all of his teacher's semen. This continued until he 
moved up a grade, but he was able to indulge in shit eating 
during the debaucheries with his teacher. 


3. At the age of 13, he began developing an obsession with a boy 
in his class. His obsession included such things as raping the boy 


to death, dismembering him while discharging on his 

dismembered organs, and forcing him to dismember his prick to 
eat. While none of these fantasies became a reality, he was able 
to ream the boy during a sleepover as the boy was sound asleep. 


4. While at a summer camp when he was 15, he was drugged by 
one of the senior camp counselors. He was awoken by the man 
discharging on his piss covered body. 


5. During a sleepover at his friend's house when he was 16, he 
soon developed an infatuation for his friend's younger brother, 
who was 6 years of age. As his friend fell asleep, he snuck into his 
friend's younger brother's room and duck taped the young boy's 
mouth shut all the while he proceeded to ream the boy as well as 
pissing on his stomach. However, he was only able to discharge 
from the young boy's muffled screams from the tape keeping his 
mouth shut. 
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6. At the age of 17, his father became concerned about his 
mischievous behavior at school which prompted him to forcefilly 
rape his son as punishment for his behavior. Additionally, he 
forcefully whipped his son with a wooden plank in the house until 
he discharged on him after the 20th time. A noticeable scar was 
left as a result of the ordeal. 


7. A few weeks after the incident with his father, his father invited 
one of his friends to the house, who was notorious for his 
libertine lifestyle. They both ended up reaming, pissing, shitting, 
whipping, and sexually torturing him until they were finally able 
to discharge from the sight of his beaten body. 


8. As his senior year of high school was nearing towards an end, 
his advisor became concerned with his poor academic 
performance. Out of desperation, my father, who was 18 at the 
time, persuaded his advisor to partake in any sexual act he so 
pleases with him if he promised to let him pass senior year. While 
initially hesitant, his advisor agreed to the deal. The things they 
did include: sodomization, spanking, choking, piss drinking, shit 
eating, and the self-dismemberment of their middle fingers while 
self-frigging themselves with the other's middle finger. 


9. When he was 19, he found a homeless newborn wrapped in a 
blanket on the street. Since no one was around the area where he 
was at, he raped the infant until it died from his immense prick 
and sexual stamina, He discharged only after the infant stopped 
breathing; however, he found pleasure from the infant's screams 
too. 


10. One last event I can recall was around three years before my 


birth. As my mom and dad were dating, they carelessly had 
unprotected sex. Consequently, my mother became pregnant 
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which caused great concern for both her and my father. As my 
father was still in the process of finding a secured job, they opted 
towards abortion. After the baby was aborted, my father, who was 
in the waiting room, snuck into the abortion room, which was 
luckily empty, and he proceeded to rape the aborted baby until he 
discharged. His discharge into the aborted infant was his 
strongest one yet. 


As illustrated above, I assume you have a better picture of 
my father. With my father's description out of the way, I will 
resume my retelling of the event. As I was brushing my teeth for 
bed, I heard a faint yell from downstairs which sounded like my 
father's voice. Eventually, I was able to make out what he was 
saying and headed my way downstairs to see what he needed. As 
l approached the man, his voice fell seldom which gave me a 
strange feeling of the situation. After a few moments of silence, 
he spoke with his usual gravelly voice, "Hey my boy, how have 
you been today?" I responded to him as follows, "Like usual, I 
gue..." I was interrupted by a sudden smacking towards my face 
from my father. "What the fuck is your problem, boy? God damn, 
you need to learn some manners," said my father in a now angrier 
tone. 

My shock of the change in the situation was interrupted by 
a sudden strong force which forced me towards the ground in a 
bent position, like the position I was in when I was spanked as a 
child. "Now boy, I had enough of your god damn attitude. As 
such, I will punish you for the bullshit I have to deal with from 
you every goddamn day." My father slowly pulled down my black 
jeans until my buttocks protruded. I was able to see a change in 
arousal from my father by seeing his expression from looking at 
my youthful ass. Subsequently, he went at it with my ass while 
screaming blasphemous terms which seemed to arouse himself 
even more. In turn, this caused him to coercively pin me to the 
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floor, which made him undress from the pants and underwear to 
the shirt. 

Once he undressed fully, I was able to witness the 
personified libertine in their glory: Hair painting the entire body, a 
prick of which stood at 10 inches when hard and had a 
circumference of 8 inches, and the ass of a stud. I soon realized 
what I was in for as I stared at him, which prompted him to 
forcefully rip my clothes off. "Oh my, what a lovely sight to 
behold," cried my father as he witnessed my naked body. His 
prick became even more hardened from my naked appearance. 
Accordingly, he began stroking my slowly hardening prick, of 
which was lubricated by spitting his saliva on his hand. He then 
forced me to suck off his hardened prick as he was frigging mine 
by aggressively pushing my head towards his pre-cum dripping 
prick. 

Hesitation was fighting against me as I noticed large 
amounts of hair on his prick, even more, hair than my libertine 
neighbor had. My father disliked this and brought about even 
more force on my head towards his prick which started letting out 
even more pre-cum. Therefore, I accepted my fate and went at 
sucking his long prick as he began shouting obscenities aimed 
towards religion, other races, and my mother. The obscenities 
increased as I sucked him off faster, which made him neglect his 
frigging of my prick; however, I was too distracted by the arousal 
I was getting from his obscenities to care about such a thing. 
Furthermore, I went at it even more by deepthroating his prick as 
he said, "Oh fuck, I'm going to discharge soon. My son, please 
keep sucking me while I discharge and swallow every last bit of 
my white substance. If you do so, we will be able to continue this 
longer." 

Per his statement, I was able to continue the act while 
swallowing all of his discharge which brought an expression of 
absolute dissolute in his face. "Holy hell son, that was one hell of 
a job. As a reward for your astounding work, I promise to fulfill 
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your desires too. I already have a brilliant idea in mind to fulfill 
your desires," said the worn-out voice of my father. I became 
interested and requested him to tell me of this idea he had in 
mind. "Well my boy, I am well-aware of your sexual activity as 
seen from your performance with me. I see the potential of you 
becoming a well-off libertine in the future from your talent you 
possess. Therefore, I will help raise that talent into something 
even greater. Thus, my idea I have for you will be to rape your 
mother as I skin her alive. She will be home from work soon, so 
we should do it as she walks right into the house and force her 
into my bedroom. How does that sound, my boy?" The statement 
gave me no reluctance and I nodded immediately to his statement 
as I snared the remark, "Yes father, I would love to rape the whore 
just as much as you do." He smiled at my statement and prepared 
the room for the adventure we'd have later. 

Later on, we heard the faint noise of a car pulling towards 
our driveway. As we anticipated, my mother arrived at the time 
she usually does. Minutes later, footsteps and then a sudden 
opening of the door was heard with the usual "Hello, how has 
everyone's day been?" remark, which then prompted us to 
forcefully take hold of her. She screamed and yelled for help as 
we quickly took her into the room. Since my mother was too 
much to handle, my father told me to wait in the room while he 
takes her there. I nodded and slowly walked to the room with a 
looming thought of what I was doing. "Should I be doing such a 
depraved act or should I do the right thing and report this to the 
police," I remarked to myself, "haha, the obvious right thing to do 
is to indulge in such a wondrous thing. I will face no 
consequences for such things and find pleasure instead, so I 
should do this if I so please." 

Once I entered the room, I quickly became distracted by 
the pleasant aroma and detail of the room. Everything was clean, 
orderly, tidy, and free of any disgusting scents. This was 
interrupted by the entrance of my mother and father. He shoved 
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my mother into the bed and commanded me to pin her 
immediately. Once her shock faded, she gave a widened stare as 
she noticed her captors were none other than her loving son and 
innocent father. We proudly took her fearful look with little to no 
regard and proceeded with the plan. My mom shouted obscenities 
at both of us which only served to make me pin the bitch harder 
on the bed all the while my father approached my defenseless 
mother with a large kitchen knife. Her pupils dilated even further 
as she became aware of her inevitable fate. 

A laugh erupted from my father which soon spread to me. 
We were excited about what was going to go down. Before my 
father pulled out the knife, he sternly told my mother, "You know 
bitch, I know you are fucking other guys behind my back. Your 
godforsaken cunt appears as a battlefield from the frigging of 
other men." My mother tried to counter his statement by saying, 
"What, wait I would never do such a thing. I love and car..." 
"Don't give me that bullshit you whore. We all know you're full of 
shit. Stop fucking with us and accept your punishment you skank. 
Me and my son, not your son anymore, will punish you through 
means of skinning you alive as he rapes you until you die from 
infection of your exposed skin. God damn, I can't wait until I see 
your rotting corpse, you filthy bitch," said my father in a more 
vexed tone than I ever heard him in before. This turned my 
mother's skin pale as sunscreen which made us laugh from the 
result of her suffering. 

Therefore, we began our endeavor after we put tape on her 
mouth to prevent her ‘insufferable’ screaming; as my father liked 
to describe her screaming. I showed her my erect prick right 
before frigging her violently as an ape. The bed shakes emulated 
that of my father's 'good ole days’. This alone aroused my father 
further which made him quickly move towards us. He began 
cutting into my mom's skin which made her cry of pain. Slowly 
but surely, my father began the skinning process as I indulged in 
her screams. My father noticed this and gave me a warning, "Son, 
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I know those damn screams must be pleasurable as hell. But, I 
don't want you to discharge just yet; only when I finish the 
skinning process. Then, we will discharge on her skinned body 
together and rape her some more, daily, until she perishes." I 
nodded to his statement and resumed my session. 

My father started from the top to the feet. As he went 
about with it, he would remark towards my delirious mother as he 
approached certain body parts to incite regret in her already 
psychologically destroyed self. Neither one of us cared less of her 
suffering; rather, we found insurmountable enjoyment in the 
entire ordeal. One such place my father remarked fondly upon 
was her cunt, "Well bitch, your cunt provides no further use to us. 
Neither I nor my son finds any form of pleasure from it; therefore, 
I will do the honors of mutilating such a ruined thing." His 
statement prompted me to return to my pinned position of her 
rather than resuming the frigging of her. As such, my father began 
the process which made her erupt in screams. 

She soon was on the verge of passing out as my father dug 
deeper into her cunt with the bloodied knife. When he was deeper, 
he became more aggressive with his incisions which made him 
knife frig her cunt until blood spurted out freely from the 
dismembered cunt. My father began to notice she was on the 
verge of fainting, which made him yell at her to stay awake. This 
alone made him more aggressive with the knife frigging while 
instructing me to rip off the rest of her skin still attached to her 
body. I complied and began digging into an area with loose skin 
which then made it easier to rip off all her skin entirely like a 
loose piece of tape. Following my action, she began to close her 
eyes which made my father and I assume she fainted. 

However, this didn't stop us at all. I continued with the 
dismembering of her flesh as my father went about knife frigging 
my mother. After a few minutes of this, I was able to remove most 
of her flesh from her body. As such, my father ended his knife 
frigging secession by cutting out my mother's cunt entirely. He 


22 


REFLECTION 


eagerly showed the dismembered cunt to me which looked to be 
like the cunt of a veteran sex worker. My father split it in half and 
offered me one of the halves to eat as he smiled in a sinister way. 
I emulated his sinister smile as I took the other half and ate it 
alongside him. The taste alone progressed us to the discharge 
stage. 

We began frigging ourselves to the sight of my lifeless, 
skinned, bitch of a mother. "God damn, what a thrilling sight. | 
am already at my breaking point; now son lets discharge 
together," remarked my ecstatic father. | complied with him as we 
continued frigging ourselves more vigorously to the sight. Soon, a 
pertinent moan from both of us seeped out as large ropes from our 
discharge landed on the grotesque sight of my mother's 
dismembered body. I was able to release four discharges while my 
father was able to release six. I was initially shocked by this; 
however, I realized he craved this moment longer than me so I 
could've expected that to happen. After our discharges, we both 
collapsed to the floor after the tiresome session. 

Later on, I was awoken by the smell of dinner. As it began 
to intrude into my nostrils, I decided to wake up and check the 
source of the smell. As I walked towards the door of the room we 
had our debauched act in, the room showed no signs of the 
occurrence nor any presence of foul odors. I walked out of the 
door to be greeted with the voice of my father saying dinner was 
ready. My walk turned into a sprint as I was hungry from the 
session we had. But also, many questions were flowing through 
my mind as I was running towards the kitchen. 

I was halted by my father telling me to slow down and sit 
at the table while I await something that he needed to tell me. I 
obliged and awaited what he would tell of. He slowly walked 
towards the table I was sitting at and pulled out the wooden chair 
adjacent to me and sat down with a sigh of relief. Then, he spoke 
to me, "Now son, I will have to say you did a wonderful job 
today. Your potential shone even greater than I initially expected 
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which makes me inclined to believe you will be a wonderful 
libertine in the future. Now, you may be wondering about your 
mother's whereabouts. Well, don't worry boy, I made sure she is in 
a place she is unable to escape from; that is the shed in the 
backyard. Additionally, I'm allowing you the privilege to rape her 
whenever you so please daily as a reward for your excellent work 
today. I am grateful for your work, my son, so don't disappoint 
me." I nodded to his statement which made him smile in delight. 
As he got out of his chair, he patted me on the head as a form of 
gratitude and he walked away towards his bedroom as he was 
fatigued from the experience as well. 

As the days passed, I would go to the shed on a routine 
basis after school to release my stress upon my mother. However, 
the routine got towards a point that I would fuck her not only just 
after school but also once I awaken, before I go to school after I 
get home from school, and before I go to sleep. My father 
awarded this obsessive routine of mine with a daily stream of 
compliments as well as an assortment of exquisite meals to satisfy 
me to my entirety. 

Well, my fellow reader, I appreciate taking the time to 
indulge in another one of my tales. As I said, I promised you a far 
more depraved story and I delivered as promised. Once more, I 
will fulfill the same promise with my next tale the coming day. 
However, I warn you that this one will be far more despicable 
than the last. If you couldn't handle this one, then I suggest you 
not resume the indulgence of my diaries. However, if you want to 
continue even if it pains you, then you can if you so please. Thus, 
I will continue the recounting of my debaucheries as the reader 
simultaneously frigs themselves towards these. So thank you, my 
fellow reader, and farewell until I release my next entry! 


-Mike 
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ENTRY THE FIFTH 
February 1, 2017 


Well, well, you come to see more, my fellow reader. I applaud 
your efforts in seeking such depravities and enjoying these 
accountings. Your persistence will be awarded by another entry; 
of which, holds material that would make all who witness such 
beauty heave at the mere sight of it. | admire your determination 
to seek all my morbid secrets; therefore, I promise you with 
another story which I guarantee you will fill your heart with even 
more darkness. 


Soon, my adventurous activities of raping my mother in 
the backyard shed ceased as her body began developing infections 
from her torturous experiences by her captors. This prompted me 
to alert my father of this, as he would frequently indulge himself 
in the shed as well. His face became concerned and he decided 
upon discarding the body referring to my mother as a ‘useless 
piece of trash now'. His outlook influenced mine and made the 
experience of flaming her body into smithereens much more 
satisfying. We decided to end off the day by discharging on the 
burning corpse of my mother that we set ablaze. We scooped up 
her ashes, which were defaced from our semen, and threw them 
into the blowing wind of dusk. 

I was awoken by my father once more notifying me that 
supper was ready. "Goddammit father, why focus on supper now? 
We must find another bitch to torture," I proclaimed in 
confidence. "My boy, to be able to even think about sex, you must 
prioritize your physical needs first. Please, eat up all the supper I 
whipped up for you and then we can discuss our plans, alright," 
said my father. I nodded and walked to the kitchen to eat my 
supper. 

My supper for today was comprised of well-done bacon, 
scrambled eggs, and orange juice that satisfied the entire meal. As 
I was downing my meal, my father spoke to me about our plans 
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for the day. "So boy, as you were enjoying your slumber, I derived 
a few ideas which we could do today. These ideas are: kidnapping 
the neighbor and torturing her in the shed-like what we did to 
your mother, searching for fertile, young boys to rape to death, 
and frigging to graves in the local cemetery. Which one would 
you prefer, we can only do one a day so please choose wisely." 
"Damn what a hard decision as all are ideal," | thought to myself. 
I decided upon the first and third options as the second was too 
stale for my tastes. My father grinned at my decision which made 
him say, "Wise choice, my boy. Now, I want you to get dressed 
and ready the shed for our adventure for today. As our area is 
rural, we will not have to worry about the fear of getting caught. 
From my sources, the neighbor we will kidnap is pregnant and 
has a 14-year-old son. I will force the neighbor into labor and 
rape her and her son as you rape her 14-year-old son. This will be 
the pinnacle of our debaucheries, boy, so please follow through 
with it, capiche?" "Yes father, of course, I will. Such an 
opportunity couldn't be let go of, I will enjoy this to the very 
fullest extent of my being," I said in response to his remark. He 
smiled once more and I went to my room to put on some casual 
clothing as I cleared out the shed for our two new victims. 

Once afternoon hit, I was finally finished with clearing out 
the shed and awaiting my father's arrival with the victims. "Damn, 
it has been nearly two hours," I thought to myself with a feeling 
of apprehension washing over me. I feared my father may have 
been caught by authorities and our wondrous plans would be 
ruined; however, that thought was interrupted by the opening of 
the gate leading to the backyard. Soon, a voice spoke up directing 
it towards me, "Hey boy, I got our victims. Don't worry, I drugged 
them up so they are asleep. We won't have to worry about them 
screaming for too long." A sigh of relief washed over myself and 
so, I readied myself for what was going to go down. 

After he was able to put the two into the shed, my father 
spoke once more, "Behold, my boy, our sexual objects for the day. 
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I will proudly introduce to you our neighbors, Macy and Brian, 
her 14-year-old son. Macy is blessed with a tight, pink, fresh- 
smelling cunt with a highly sensitive clitoris. She can leak more 
than any water pipe and orgasm more than any woman I've ever 
fucked. Her breasts will provide us with 'eye candy’ as we enjoy 
our pleasure. She is one damn worthy woman, so we will keep her 
with us for some time. And now for Brian. He is one blessed boy: 
a prick standing 10 inches long and 7 inches in circumference, an 
appearance that embodies innocence and naivety, and discharges 
which rival our own. He could very well stand on our ground, but 
that isn't what he will experience today. Therefore, we shall begin 
our debaucheries and fulfill every last sexual and sensual desire to 
the very brim!" His prideful tone awakened my libertine self, and 
I now was ready for the fun. 

My father and I went to our respective victims and began 
our self-proposed tasks for the victim. My father began violently 
ripping off the clothing of Macy as his breathing began steadily 
increasing in frequency as he went at his animalistic behavior. 
This incited me to turn my focus to Brian and imitate the same 
behavior my father was displaying. Ripping into the clothing 
further and further revealed what my father was saying. "Damn, 
he possessed such an incredible sight and what an enormous 
prick. I can't take this anymore, god damn I will fuck the hell out 
of him," I said to myself as I, subsequently, positioned my 
hardened prick towards Brian's now exposed ass and started 
violently reaming the boy. I yelped in pleasure from his tight ass, 
which clenched my hard prick. "Damn, that boy is making my 
fucking prick purple. What a blessing to have; such an ass is a 
sight to behold," I said out loud as my father was frigging the 
mother. My father was too distracted but I understood as he was 
relishing in the sight of the blood ejecting from her cunt. 

The chaos awoke both the victims which prompted them 
to yell in agony. "God damn, those screams just made the whole 
damn experience even better," I told myself. "YELL MORE 
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BITCH, YES I LOVE THOSE SCREAMS OF YOUR'S! YOUR 
BABY GIRL WILL BE ABLE TO EXPERIENCE MY 
INCREDIBLE PRICK BEFORE HER INEVITABLE DEATH! 
OH FUCK, WHAT A BEAUTY TO THINK OF," cried my father 
as blood kept painting his body and prick. I yelled at Brian as well 
saying, "OH YES YELL MORE YOU CUNT. I LOVE YOUR 
SCREAMS, BOY! KEEP YELLING AS I INDULGE IN YOUR 
SCREAMS! FUCK I LOVE YOUR PRECIOUS LITTLE ASS!" 

Both victims kept yelping in pain as my father and I kept 
at our acts. My father soon pronounced the birth of Macy's baby 
girl and referred to the baby girl as ‘a mesh of flesh and blood 
with a sprinkle of semen’. After his proclamation, he took his 
bloodied prick out of Macy's cunt and stuck it inside of the baby 
girl's cunt. As his prick had such an enormous girth, he damn near 
ripped the baby girl's cunt from his enormous prick, which 
resulted in the baby girl bleeding to death from the ordeal. I was 
able to see his prick protrude from the stomach of the baby girl. 
He kept frigging her even after her death which made him soon 
discharge four times inside the baby girl. As such, he showed the 
frantic and shocked mother her baby girl with her ripped and 
creampied cunt. 

After enjoying the sight, he threw the mesh of flesh 
towards the shed window and walked towards me. The man was a 
bloodied mess with an assortment of sexual fluid, flesh, and blood 
painting his entire damn body as his prick proudly showed itself. 
Behind him was the mother, who fainted from the ordeal but who 
would blame her anyway. "Alright boy, my fun with her is done 
so let me help you finish him," said the gruff voice of my father, I 
complied and positioned my prick to allow his prick to fit easily 
into his tight asshole. "Oh my, he sure does have one tight 
asshole. Our pricks can't even fully fit into that ass of his. Well, 
we just have to manage I guess." Following his remark, he and I, 
together, began reaming the tight asshole of Brian. 
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With some fierce effort, we were finally able to feel 
pleasure from the reaming and then discharge into Brian's asshole. 
I discharged five times while my father two as he previously 
discharged beforehand. We took our pricks out which made Brian 
release a sigh of relief, as his body was red from the pain of our 
pricks. We then took pride in the mess we caused in the shed and 
indulged in this sight for a few minutes before departing the shed 
to clean up ourselves after our little journey. "Wow boy, what 
another delightful experience that was. Well, I'm going to shower 
and take a quick rest, I suggest you do the same," said my father. 
"Wait, father, what if they wake up and try to escape," I said in 
response. "Haha, boy, you sure are funny, aren't ya? I drugged 
them up after we finished and I chained up the shed pretty well, as 
well as the window, so we don't need to worry about them 
escaping any time soon," said my father in a chuckle. I nodded 
and walked towards our now dimly lit house from the sunset in 
the background. "Damn, I didn't know we were doing this for this 
damn long," I thought to myself. 

Later on, after I finished cleaning myself up and eating 
dinner, I headed to my bed to recover from the exhaustive day. As 
I was waiting to close my eyes, I decided to frig myself as I 
reflected upon my day. However, I noticed that my prick wasn't 
able to get fully erect, which started to make me frustrated. Soon, 
I became fanatic about pleasuring myself and thought of ways to 
do so. Then, I was finally able to conceive an idea as I 
accidentally tripped into the bathroom. I discovered my new 
paraphilia for blood, which symbolizes suffering in my eyes. 
Hence, I cut myself until | bled and began frigging myself as I 
lubricated myself with the blood. I was then able to discharge and 
fall asleep with satisfaction for the day. 

Well, my fellow reader, it seems you were able to finish 
through. I respect your perseverance and the morbid curiosity you 
possess. I wasn't expecting anyone to read my disgusting 
recounting, but it seems I've finally found a candidate willing to 
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read through all of my writings. I will reward you with another 
entry, with the promise of it being a step above this entry. For this, 
expect more and more disgust and blasphemy spout off in these 
writings and, most importantly, love it to the very end! 


-Mike 
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ENTRY THE SIXTH 
February 2, 2017 


Greetings, my fellow reader; I see you have come back to read 
some more of my profane writings. You show more and more 
persistence to indulge in these writings, which makes me as 
prideful as any libertine ever could be. As such, I will continue 
once more with another writing, which I expect to be worse than 
the last. Therefore, I present to you another tale smitten from hell: 


Once I discovered my new fascination for blood, I 
boastfully told my father which made him smile and comment on 
it, "Well, well, my boy, it seems you are starting to develop your 
libertine attributes. I applaud you for the work you put into 
achieving such a milestone. Now today, you will be able to put 
that into good use as we have some plans for today. The first thing 
we are doing is discharging on the graves in the cemetery as you 
requested yesterday, and then we will head over to my good 
friend's house for some more fun." "I appreciate that so much 
father, but what exactly will we be doing at your friend's house 
anyway," I said hesitantly. "Well boy, my good friend is a bidder 
and kidnaps little boys from all around the world. He is willing to 
let us join in his fun as he is finding it rather boring to do it 
himself all the time if you catch my gist," said my father. I nodded 
and decided to groom myself before heading out to the cemetery. 

Once the sun finally was at its peak height, my father and I 
arrived at the cemetery. It already seemed that the graves 
somehow were in preparation for their untimely fate of our 
discharges defacing them. We both simultaneously stepped out of 
the vehicle and walked slowly towards the closest grave. Luckily, 
the cemetery staff was on their lunch break, so we were able to 
find time to do this. "Alright boy, I have a brilliant idea. We 
should each frig the other and discharge on the epitaph. I suggest 
we do so on the grave of the kid who died by being brutally 
murdered by his abusive stepfather," said my father with a hint of 
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anticipation in his tone of voice. I obliged and we headed towards 
the grave as if we were pre-school children happily prancing to 
class. 

It wasn't a long walk to the grave and I was able to make 
out the details of a close-by epitaph. His grave looked different 
from the others, in particular, his epitaph. It was worn out, had 
black spots on it, and cracks along the sides. Through further 
inspection, the epiphany that my father previously pleasured 
himself on his grave made me smile inside. "Oh fuck, I can't 
believe my father is such a debauched and sadistic man. GOD, 
FUCK, THIS AROUSES ME SO DAMN MUCH," I said to 
myself. 

We arrived at the grave were my father and I positioned 
ourselves in our respective corners so we were able to reach the 
other's prick while also being able to discharge on the epitaph. 
Not long after we positioned ourselves, we began undressing and 
started frigging each other with irregular intervals of vigorous 
frigging. My father's prick began turning red due to the vigor of 
my frigging and I began staring at his prick as small amounts of 
blood started pouring out of his prick from my violent frigging. 
This made me discharge on the epitaph, which resulted in my 
father imitating me with four strong, thick ropes of semen 
painting the already defaced epitaph of our defenseless victim. 

We knelled to the ground after our session with rhythmic 
panting exiting our mouths. After we escaped our spell, we stood 
up in unison and headed towards the car as my father took out his 
phone and called up his human trafficker friend to tell him we 
were heading his way right now. After a somewhat lengthy 
conversation between the two, my father and I were able to 
exchange playful banter with each other as we walked towards 
our car and then drove away to his friend's house. 

After what felt like hours, we finally arrived to be greeted 
by his friend. He was more slender than my father, almost 
skeleton-like in stature, had noticeable yellow-greenish teeth from 
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neglecting his hygiene, a bulge protruding out of his trousers 
which made me assume his prick was around 2 inches larger than 
my father's, cold and alienated eyes, and a long, scruffy brown 
beard which gave him the appearance of a homeless person. I 
suspected from his appearance alone that he hadn't eaten in days, 
as I was able to see the bones from his arms as he stretched them 
out when he gave my father a handshake. The two exchanged 
banter as we headed into his house, which appeared as a medium- 
sized middle-class house that had no source of suspicion 
projecting from it. 

"Hey Paul, is that your kid," said my father's friend. 
Before I could answer, my father, interrupted me by saying, "Yeah 
Daniel, he's my kid. His name's Michael and this kid already 
shows the great potential of becoming a libertine. Without 
hesitation, he and I were able to murder his mother and kidnap a 
pregnant neighbor and their son. My son yelped like a coyote 
from the pleasure. This kid is magnificent; so, I want you to 
reward his efforts by letting him have some fun with your 'toys'," 
said my father with his usual sadistic grin on his face. "Oh, of 
course, Paul why would I ever deny such an offer? Mike, you can 
go all out and fuck any one of them you please," said Daniel. "Oh, 
thank you so much, Daniel. I will fuck them all until they lay limp 
for weeks on end," I said ecstatically. "Alright, sounds like a 
plan," said Daniel. "Ok kiddo, please be on your best behavior 
around Dan. Just remember the things I taught you, alright? I'll 
make sure to come to pick you up around sundown, capiche," said 
my father. I nodded to him and began following Daniel into the 
house as I noticed my father driving away with a proud look on 
his face. 

The quiet outside was interrupted with screams, agony, 
and death as I entered Daniel's house. "Sorry about the yelling 
kid, some of these fuckers can't keep their damn mouths shut 
sometimes. But, I assume you love screams if I'm correct so that 
won't be an issue," said Daniel. I nodded once more and followed 
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Daniel upstairs into the main room. As I walked up the stairs, I 
noticed how clean, well-kept, and orderly his house was. "Hell, 
this dude is a human trafficker and his house was cleaner than 
mine," I said to myself. Once we reached the last step, I witnessed 
what was hiding above us. 

The upstairs was the equivalent of a dungeon—chains on 
every respective corner of the wall, the horrendous stench of feces 
and other bodily fluids, blood and flesh painting the yellow walls, 
the presence of four boys, aged between 5-12, pinned between the 
four corners of the upstairs main room by their rusty chains, and 
one hallway to the right of the stairway which revealed a small 
bathroom. The four boys looked fatigued, worn-out, and 
illusioned from their predicament. Daniel told me the four boy's 
names as we walked upstairs. 

The one on the southwest corner was a six-year-old named 
Bernard, who looked as if he went through a war. The boy has 
blond hair, light blue eyes, and white skin with blood covering it. 
His eyes, while embodying beauty, showed emptiness and 
hopelessness as he laid there chained to the wall. The boy on the 
northwest corner was a ten-year-old named Mark. He was asleep 
at the time and was naked. Since he was sleeping on his side 
towards the wall, I was able to see his asshole which showed tiny 
droplets of semen dripping out of it. The boy on the northeast 
corner was a thirteen-year-old named Rico who was captured by 
one of Daniel's friends after he attempted to cross the US border 
illegally. Bruises, feces, and piss covered all of his body with the 
presence of flesh torn off from parts of his body. His ear was also 
mutilated beyond recognition. He was the one who was screaming 
as I entered the house, along with Mark; however, they were 
silent once we arrived upstairs. Lastly, the one on the southeast 
corner was a fifteen-year-old named Victor. He seemed to be a 
personal favorite of Daniel's as he looked groomed and clean 
compared to the other boys. At the time, he was asleep but he had 
shiny red hair that showed his uniqueness. 
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After Daniel introduced me to the victims, he said I was 
now free to fuck them if I please. I nodded towards him and 
heroically began my quest with the four boys. My mind began 
trying to make sense of who I should pick. As I had a liking to 
Bernard's cold look, | began with him. He slowly turned his head 
to me and did nothing when he noticed my sadistic presence. As 
such, I began to forcefully pull up Bernard, turned him around to 
face the wall, and took off his underwear to reveal his small, but 
voluptuous ass and a prick that was average in size for his age. I 
gazed at his prick until mine was hardened and proceeded to ream 
the boy as he let me ream him in complete silence other than my 
yelps of orgasm. As I scanned the room, I noticed Mark and Rico 
just staring blankly at what I was doing with Bernard. I noticed 
that Victor was frigging himself to what I was performing on 
Bernard, which prompted me to vigorously ream Bernard even 
more. I kept yelping and Victor did the same in unison with me 
until we both simultaneously discharged. I was able to discharge 
six times into Bernard's ass while Victor discharged five strong, 
long ropes of semen. They were so long that one of the ropes was 
able to hit the face of Rico, who was already disheveled enough 
to care about that. 

Once we finished our discharges, I shoved Bernard to the 
ground with his ass still protruding as I triumphantly headed 
towards my next victim, Mark. Mark showed a different attitude 
towards my presence. I could describe him as 'a mix of 
acceptance of the situation and a sprinkle of curiosity’. This 
intrigued me so I decided to not only ream Mark but do 
something far worse. I forced the ten-year-old to dismember his 
prick but leave his testicles and with his dismembered prick, I will 
discharge on it and force him to eat the treat. "This sadistic plan 
of mine would please my father so much, god damn would he be 
proud of me," I thought to myself. Therefore, I began to speak in 
a stern and authoritarian tone to Mark, "Now Mark, I want you to 
cut off your prick and then I'll discharge on the dismembered 
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prick which then you will eat. If you don't follow this request, 
then I'll do it on you myself." Mark timidly shook his head, 
realizing he was in for much more than he bargained for. | gave 
the smile my father always gave me when he was proud of my 
debaucheries which turned Mark pale from the fear I projected 
onto him. 

"Come on Mark, just do it already. I don't have all damn 
day. Do it now or I will do it," I said in anger after five minutes of 
waiting for Mark to began the dismemberment. However, he still 
was pale and hesitant which drove me impatient to the point I 
forced the boy onto the ground, grabbed the knife that was next to 
him, and began at it. He screamed and cried in pain worse than 
Rico went through as streams of blood and bodily fluid began 
gushing out of the spot of dismemberment. His screams kept 
becoming more intense until he began crying and begging for me 
to stop. However, that only served to make the dismemberment 
more vigorous and soon, I was able to dismember his prick fully. 
"Well, well, what a useless thing it was anyways. This 'thing' only 
is 3 inches when erect. How the hell do you expect to have any 
fun with this 'thing' anyway," I said with a chuckle. 

Blood kept spilling onto me and Mark, so I decided to 
begin frigging myself to discharge onto his dismembered prick. I 
used Mark's blood as a lubricant for my prick while also painting 
mine and Mark's body with the blood. I began yelling 
blasphemous terms as I kept vigorously frigging myself until I 
was able to discharge onto his prick. After three strong ropes of 
semen, I force-fed Mark his semen-covered prick as he kept 
resisting my efforts. Finally, I was able to subdue him and he laid 
there crying softly in the corner as I walked away with a grin on 
my face. "God damn, that was something," I muttered to myself 
with a sinister look on my face, "Now, now, it's your turn, Rico 
and Victor." 

I approached both of them with my same sadistic 
expression. Rico looked terrified from my presence while Victor 
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appeared intrigued as if he has never seen such presence before. I 
began barking out my next and final instructions for the victims, 
"Alright, as my libido is starting to wane right now, I will perform 
my acts upon both of you and then leave. Thus, my request is for 
Victor to dismember Rico's nipples as I frig Rico in the mouth 
and once you finish dismembering Rico's nipples, I want you, 
Victor, to piss in Rico's ass while you throw one of his 
dismembered nipples into his ass while I force one of his nipples 
into his prick-hole. If you do not follow these requests, then I can 
just tell your master that you failed in satisfying my desires." 
Victor nodded with eagerness while Rico turned more pale and 
apprehensive of what he was going into. 

I began to gather up both victims and position my prick 
towards Rico's mouth. Since Rico was resisting, I took it upon 
myself to force his head towards my prick and I was able to easily 
overpower Rico as he was already disheveled enough. Victor 
accordingly positioned himself towards Rico's nipples and 
awaited me to began as if he was a dog. I then proceeded to put 
my prick in Rico's mouth which prompted Victor to start biting 
off Rico's nipples. Rico tried to yelp and move from the pain, 
which made me hit Rico on the head out of anger resulting in him 
fainting. Even so, we still went along with the original plan. 

I noted how dry Rico's mouth was which made the mouth- 
frigging not too enjoyable. Thus, I decided to spit into Rico's 
mouth so I will not have a ‘dry mouth experience’. I kept at it 
while Victor finished biting off both nipples with large gushes of 
blood splattering out and blood covering Victor's face. Afterward, 
Victor acted like a dog and awaited my next command as he sat 
patiently while I continued mouth-frigging Rico. I became bored 
of the mouth-frigging so I stepped aside and positioned Rico, who 
now resembled a ragdoll, onto the floor and along with Victor, we 
shoved his dismembered nipple into his asshole and then flipped 
Rico over to shove the other nipple into his prick-hole. After some 
effort, we were able to accomplish the task with the sacrifice of 
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ripping apart the tip of Rico's prick, which now resembled a 
cactus. 

Once I finished admiring the work I did, I noticed that the 
sun was setting and I heard the horn of a car outside. I ran outside 
but before I was able to make it to the stairs, | was stopped by the 
voice of Victor saying: "Holy shit, man. That, that, was fucking 
amazing. Even our master isn't that creative; damn like he can be 
boring and vanilla with sex. So, do you mind coming around here 
more often again, please," I nodded with a smile on a face and 
then proceeded downstairs, to the door, and then to the car with 
my father. The drive home consisted of telling my father of what I 
did, as he complimented and smirked at my reckonings. However, 
that was interrupted when he asked me why Dan didn't come out 
with me. "Goddammit, Dan. You got yourself into some shit 
again, god fucking dammit," said my father in an angry tone. 
"What's wrong father? What happened to him," I said in a 
concerned tone. "Well, it seems Danny got caught by the feds for 
his trafficking business, so we have to take it upon our own to 
take the business over for him," said my father. I stared off into 
the landscape outside the window as I reflected to myself on what 
Victor said and the new obligation I now have. 

Great job once again, my fellow reader, for being able to 
withstand this tale. You can now see that our heroes have a new 
task and obligation to follow. Luckily, this will just give them 
more opportunities to fulfill their desires in any way they see fit. 
Now, reader, the next few entries will only get worse, so please 
don't lose that persistence of yours! Farewell and see you in the 
next entry, if you decide to stick along. 


-Mike 
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ENTRY THE SEVENTH 
February 3, 2017 


Welcome back, my fellow reader. I see you have, once more, 
come to seek more of my tellings. I know that they are coming to 
a close, but don’t fret, | will make sure to keep your attention as I 
did with the previous entries. This entry will be full of surprises 
and things that I will keep the reader to guess. Thus, here is the 
continuation of my anecdote: 


The drive home was nothing spectacular other than the 
troubling news we got. However, I began to see a bright side to 
this news; now I will be able to fully indulge with these children 
to my every pleasing. My father’s perspective, however, appeared 
different as if he was noticeably upset about his friend being 
caught. 

The silence was interrupted by my father speaking up after 
the hours of silence, “Hey boy, I apologize for being so quiet. Dan 
was just a good friend of mine; hell, he felt like a brother to me. 
But, what is done is done and so, we must move on and take over 
what he started. As such, I will instill you with the responsibility 
of running the human trafficking business as I help to gather 
victims for you. This should shape you into an astounding 
libertine and I guarantee you that your name will be notorious 
around libertine circles. How does that sound, my boy?” I 
responded gleefully, “Oh father, that sounds delightful! Yes, of 
course, I would fulfill Dan’s wishes as well as yours and mine. 
Those children will have their innocence stripped of them and 
their asses reamed to the point that they rupture from my intense 
reaming.” My father shined his usual woeful smile and we 
reverted to silence. 

The next day, I was awake before my father which 
motivated me to head over towards his friend’s house. I decided 
to walk to my father’s room before I noticed something that 
dismayed me—my father was on his bed with blood all over his 
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sheets with a small, dark hole on the side of his head as a revolver 
laid relative next to the bed. “Father, father, are you okay,” I 
screamed, but my efforts were futile; it was now obvious that my 
father killed himself. I noticed a white note by his corpse which 
said these words: 


Dear Mike, 
If you are reading this, then I assume you have found my 
corpse by now. I killed myself because I couldn't take the 
death of my friend, Dan. We werent just friends, we also 
had a sexual and romantic attraction towards each other 
which held stronger than any other relationship I’ve ever 
had. Hence, I decided that killing myself and leaving the 
responsibility for you is the best option. But son, dont be 
scared! I know you can handle it and you show the 
potential of becoming an excellent libertine! Now boy, 
good luck and just forget about me! 


Love your father 


I clenched the note but I felt nothing; no such emotion or 
even empathy was felt inside of myself. I was so damn 
desensitized through my libertinage that I didn’t care about what 
he did. Instead, his dried up blood, which resembled scales on his 
head, aroused me to where I decided to frig myself on his corpse. 
After five minutes of vigorous frigging, I discharged two small 
but strong ropes of semen onto his forehead as I rubbed a bit of 
my smegma onto his forehead. I decided upon taking the body 
outside and burning it like my mother’s as I, once more, frigged 
myself and then discharged on his ashes. This was my goodbye to 
my legendary father, who inspired me to pursue my libertine 
ideation. 

My next plan was to head to Dan’s house and move in. I 
knew I had the responsibility of holding up my libertine status, so 
I got my father’s keys and began driving towards Dan’s house. 
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Luckily, I had a driver’s license and knew the whereabouts of 
Dan’s house, so I had no problems traveling there. 

1 arrived, once more, to the house which had the same 
white brick layout and resembled the exact, middle-class house it 
was before. | opened the door of my car, walked to the entrance of 
the house with the breeze of cold air, and the silence of nature is 
the only noise I heard. I opened up the door and was greeted by 
the usual screams, which sounded like the screams of new 
victims. Walking up the stairs, I began to see more than four 
chains this time around which made me thrilled for what I would 
be in for. 

This time around, the upstairs was in far worse condition 
than it was before. Feces, mucus, semen, blood, small droplets of 
smegma, and other fluids covered the entire floor and walls while 
also noticeable pieces of flesh were scattered around the room. 
The smell was atrocious and almost made me vomit; however, I 
began to further appreciate it after 1 began masking my nausea. I 
was welcomed to six victims this time around, of which were 
different except the redheaded boy, Victor. All six were pinned to 
a single wall, rather than the corners like previously. The 
description of the six are as follows: 

The one closest to me was a 3-month-old, Andrew. Even 
though he was only 3 months old, he possessed impressive spatial 
intelligence and awareness; his eyes darting around gave away 
that fact. He had bold brown eyes, small white teeth, and dark 
brown hair which was wavy around his small head. He was 
clothed but his entire face was covered with feces and mucus, 
while his tiny feet were covered in blood. 

The one next to Andrew was a 4-year-old, Joshua. His 
clothes, even though they were savagely ripped, resembled 
clothing only wealthy individuals could afford. His eyes were 
light blue, his teeth were clean to the point they looked artificial 
in appearance and had dirty blond hair which was lit by the sun. 
He looked almost anorexic in his stature as if he was deprived of 


41 


REFLECTION 


food. At the time, he was indulging in eating shit off the floor in a 
desperate attempt to eradicate his hunger. 

The one next to Joshua was a 9-year-old, Marcos. He had 
dark skin resembling Mexican and he had the words ‘SPICS 
BURN IN HELL’ written in black sharpie on his buttocks which 
was shown as he was lying facing the wall. For a 9-year-old, I 
was astonished by his prick—it was 6 inches in length and 5 
inches in circumference, which is well above-average for his 
tender age. Compared to the other boys, he had more feces 
covering his body than the others as if it were painted on him. 

The one next to Marcos was an 11-year-old, Omar. He was 
black, had the words ‘NIGGERS BURN IN HELL’ written in 
sharpie on his forehead, had short, curly black hair, and dark, 
disconnected eyes which seemed to show his acceptance of his 
fate. He was completely naked, like Marcos, and had a prick 
which stood at 8 inches in length and 6 inches in circumference, 
which helped to compensate for the horrible stench he was 
emitting. Unlike the others, he had self-inflicted flesh wounds. 

The one next to Omar was the 15-year-old, Victor. Unlike 
last time, he appeared more frightened and terrified, rather than 
his usual curious self. I presumed since the death of his master, he 
was not given his usual special treatment. Next to him was the 
last of the boys and the eldest of the six, 17-year-old Aaron. He 
was pale, even more than my degenerate father, one of his eyes 
was missing from its socket and instead was filled with feces, his 
nose was brutally mangled beyond recognition, only had the 
presence of one nutsack, and had a prick of which stood at 3 
inches in length and 2.5 inches in circumference. His pathetic 
prick showed good reason for his impaired state. 

After I reach the top of the stairs, I proclaimed my 
presence to the boys, “Behold, your master has arrived! Today, 
you will get to experience hell and I will be the one serving you 
the experience today.” As the boys began getting noticeably 
apprehensive, some even trying to take their chains off, I began 
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smiling maliciously as I knew I had their fate in my hands. “For 
my slaves today, I want you to follow my every command and 
obey it to your fullest. If not, punishment will be enforced either 
through murderous or sexual means. Either way will end you up 
with unbearable pain and me with unbearable pleasure.” Andrew 
awoke from his slumber and began sobbing uncontrollably which 
made me begin my legendary adventure. 

Initially, Andrew’s cries just made me more aroused to the 
point I began taking my clothes off; however, they became so 
unbearable that I decided to take action. I walked towards 
Andrew, who was squirming like a worm, and grabbed him by his 
short, dark hair and began maneuvering him in a way that he was 
able to suck my prick. My murderous side overtook me and, so, I 
began to violently coerce him into sucking my prick with the 
same movement, but I began not feeling suction anymore after I 
realized I killed Andrew from aggressively moving him. I decided 
upon mouth frigging him and after a few minutes of using the 


lifeless baby as if it was a fleshlight, I discharged three times into 
his mouth and threw him to the wall, which split him into two 
while also painting the wall of even more blood. Cries and 
screams began to overtake the room after the boys witnessed this 
traumatic event; however, this would only be the beginning for 
me. 


I commanded Joshua to lick off the smegma infested in 
my prick, as I neglected to wash it off due to my excessive 
masturbation. Joshua, while initially hesitant, crawled slowly 
towards my enlarged prick and I guided him in the process of 
cleaning off my smegma. I rolled down my foreskin and 
instructed him to lick off the ‘white substance’ on my prick. He 
willfully agreed and began licking all across the crevices of my 
foreskin, even licking tiny amounts of smegma hidden between 
my testicles. After five minutes, Joshua was able to successfully 
do the job and I was astonished by how he was not able to puke 
from the ordeal. When Joshua was finished, I spontaneously 
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discharged upon Joshua which prompted the four-year-old to 
blush like a young girl. 

I went on to Marcos and Omar as Victor and Aaron began 
whispering to each other. I was only able to see them do this 
through my peripheral vision alone, but it was enough to make me 
notice their intent and I grabbed a wooden plank lying on the 
floor and proceeded to violently beat both Victor and Aaron with 
it. Blood spilled all across the room, even landing on the face of 
Joshua and Omar. After beating them for a few minutes, I spoke 
up to them, “I know what you were doing, so don’t play dumb 
with me! If I catch you doing that again, then I will beat you to 
the point you die next time!” They slightly nodded which was not 
very noticeable due to their mangled faces. 

Once more, I walked towards Marcos and Omar now with 
the thought of the two mischievous ones out of my mind. Marcos 
was huddled into the wall while Omar was comforting him. It was 
one of the most beautiful things I have ever seen, which just 
prompted me to instruct them with their next command. “Marcos 
I want you to discharge into Omar’s flesh wounds while also 
pissing in them. The piss and discharge must not leak out by even 
an inch. If it does, then you will be beaten with the wooden plank 
fifty times for each inch it leaks out. Now, Omar, I want you to rip 
out Marcos’s eye socket, shit into his eye socket, and then frig 
him in his shit-covered eye socket. For you, the shit should not 
leak out by even an inch as well or else you will be given the 
same consequence as Marcos.” As I knew they would not follow 
my commands, it took it upon myself to forcefully frig Marcos 
while pinning down Omar with my other hand. Both boys were in 
poor condition, so I was able to manage them with just one hand 
for each. 

Omar then began violently ripping out Marcos’s eye 
socket, which made him cry in pain. As he was doing this, Omar 
began crying as he had a crush on Marcos and didn’t want this to 
end up like this. However, he still went at it with even more force 
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as Marcos kept yelling in pain and blood kept splatting onto 
Omar’s blank face. After what felt like hours, Omar was finally 
able to dismember Marcos’s eye and he slowly proceeded to shit 
into his eye socket. Even while he was doing this, large amounts 
of blood still flowed from Marcos’s eye. 

Omar was able to shit two large shits and then carefully 
position the feces into his eyes, to avoid punishment. Omar then 
began at the act, all the while I frigged Marcos, who was on the 
verge of having a seizure from the pain, and Omar positioned his 
wounded leg for Marcos to claim. Omar began to vigorously eye 
fuck Marcos and soon, Marcos and Omar simultaneously 
discharged which brought both of them an extreme amount of 
pain. Both cried in pain but Marcos seemed to be the one ina 
worse state. Screams filled the room but as I scanned the room, I 
noticed that Victor and Aaron were missing. 

“Where the fuck are you Victor and Aaron? Stop playing 
this bullshit with me and come out,” I yelled to the top of my 
lungs as I feared that they may have escaped. I noticed that the 
back door was partly opened, which prompted me to go ona 
manhunt for Victor and Aaron. I ran out the back door and was 
greeted to a small backyard with grass that looked like it hadn't 
been cut in years and a fence leading to a creek, which was partly 
opened. I headed towards the fence before being greeted by two 
officers with Victor and Aaron standing behind them. 

The officer on the left was short, stubby, and possessed 
balding hair with a small, gray mustache on his lightly-toned face. 
The officer on the right was the complete opposite of the officer 
on the left: he was tall, sturdy in stature, and possessed well- 
groomed dark hair with no presence of facial hair other than a 
faint stub. The officer on the right began to speak, “So kids, is this 
the man responsible,” he said with a masculine tone. “Yes,” they 
shouted in unison. The man on the left began stroking his 
mustache as if he was thinking of something. Then, the officer on 
the left spoke to me, “What’s your name, sir?” “Michael,” I said. 
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The two officers looked at each other with a slight hint of 
hesitation and then both asked in unison, “Michael, the son of the 
legendary Paul?” “Yeah, that’s my father,” I said. They both 
laughed and began to change their demeanor almost immediately. 
They patted me on the back with porousness and the officer on 
the right spoke, “So, these kids have been causing you trouble it 
seems. You want us to punish them with you?” “Hmm, actually 
no I rather you not. Instead, I think sending these disobedient 
brats to juvenile detention would be better, preferably a place 
notorious for imprisoning rapists. These kids need to learn a 
lesson of not disobeying and I think doing something like that is 
perfect,” I said in response. The officers nodded in agreement and 
arrested both the children as they walked off by waving to me. 

After a few hours, I stopped my debaucheries with the 
children and headed downstairs for some food as I was hungry 
from the long day. However, I was interrupted by a phone call 
from the police department. I answered the phone almost 
immediately and was greeted by a raspy sounding man on the 
phone. “Hey kiddo, this is the chief here. So my two officers told 
me today that they met the son of Paul and that I’m talking to him 
right now, is that correct by any chance?” “Yes, I am the son of 
Paul and I was given access to run his friend’s human trafficking 
business,” I said in response. “That’s impressive, your father must 
be so proud of your accomplishments,” the chief said. “Well, my 
father died by suicide just recently,” I said as if I could care less 
about his death. “Oh my, well that’s unfortunate. Anyways kiddo, 
I just wanted to inform you of the two kids. As of now, they are 
heading their way to juvenile detention and I’m giving you full 
access to rape them whenever you please, only because you are 
the son of Paul. Luckily, the two brats won’t have a court date any 
time soon as I was able to bribe off the court. Let me just say, 
your father is one loaded man,” the chief chuckled. 

My fellow reader, I am glad to see you have endured this 
entry. Once more, I will promise another entry, this time the entry 


46 


REFLECTION 


will be the second-to-last of my entries. I do apologize for that; 
however, all tales, even ones as grand as this one, have to come 
towards an end sometime. Hold no regrets and relish in the 
perverseness of all my entries and the second-to-last one, as I 
promise for the second-to-last one to hold up as did the other 
entries! 


-Mike 
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ENTRY THE EIGHTH 
February 4, 2017 


Greetings, once more, my fellow reader. I see once more you seek 
my tellings, and as I said previously, my entries are coming to a 
close. I expect to write one last entry before closing off my 
barbaric tale, so here I present to you the second to last of my 
entries: 


I spent the rest of my day wallowing in the food stored up 
in the pantry. Such things quenched my hunger and I felt 
contempt for the rest of my day. Unfortunately, my relishing in 
the rations was interrupted frequently by the screaming, yelling, 
and cries of the children, of which I gave respective punishments 
to deplete their helplessness. As the days passed at the house, I 
kept becoming desensitized to my environment that I began 
formulating something that would be able to satisfy my every 
whim. Until the sun damn nearly set, I was finally able to come 
up with a brilliant plan—that was to murder and torture my 
victims as I indulge in their pain and then, I will be able to gain 
the nirvana I seek. 

Hence, I prevailed up the stairs and smiled in vice as I 
noticed my victims, now only three of them, turn pale, including 
my negro victims. I decided upon making Joshua, the youngest of 
the remaining victims, to have it easy in the ordeal and to murder 
both Omar and Marcos alongside me, as I saw them as ‘useless’, 
Omar and Marcos both were drenched in semen, feces, blood, and 
an assortment of other bodily fluids, all the while their pricks 
couldn't stand erect at even a single inch. Therefore, they were 
useless to my pleasure. However, Joshua was able to maintain a 
strong erection, even in his anorexic stature. He was much more 
valuable than the other boys, so I sought forth to discard the other 
two. 


I cried out to Joshua and the other boys proclaiming my 
plans, "Alas, boys! You are lucky to still be alive and I award you 
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with your perseverance with the exertion of my murderous 
passions upon all of you. These passions are outlined as such: 
Joshua, I want you to brutally murder and torture both Marcos 
and Omar along with me, as your prick is still very useful for me. 
You are quite good at sucking pricks, my boy. So, if you are able 
to accomplish the task of torturing those shits, then I will reward 
you with whatever I see fit. Don't expect any good treatment, my 
boy!" I then laughed maniacally as I witnessed Marcos and 
Omar's faces turning shocked, just as my mother's face did when I 
tortured her. 

I took off the chains of Joshua, who could of simply just 
slid his hands off as he was skinny enough to do so, but I saw 
obedience in him; obedience towards his master. The other two 
were left in their chains. Joshua and I then began by slowly 
removing our clothing, which Joshua only possessed worn-out 
underwear. "The damn boy was only four and yet he already had 
the skill set of an ideal libertine," I thought to myself in 
amusement. The two boys began huddling towards each other and 
I could see them both comforting each other. I knew they had a 
crush on each other, and, so, I wanted to see that love suffer as it 
would give me immense pleasure! 

I neglected that and Joshua and I began pinning both 
defenseless boys to the ground. Joshua had impressive strength 
for his stature, as he was able to pin down Omar with ease, who 
was even a bit challenging for me. Both boys began crying in 
agony but Joshua and I kept at it and soon began reaming both 
vulnerable boys as if we were Sparta warriors. Once more, Joshua 
impressed me with another virtuous attribute—that of, even in a 
weakened state, having the libido of a wild animal. This four- 
year-old savagely reamed Omar, who was almost three times his 
damn age! "This boy is certainly fucking impressive. I've got to 
keep an eye on him," I thought to myself. 

Rashes began developing on both boy's buttocks as Joshua 
and I smacked both of their asses with immense force. Not long 
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after, we both discharged into their assholes; Joshua, due to his 
age, couldn't discharge but he stopped right after I discharged five 
strong ropes of semen into Marcos's asshole. Afterward, we began 
the next part of our plan: to torture both boys. 

I quickly ran downstairs into the toolbox laying 
conveniently on the counter and proceeded back upstairs after I 
collected two hammers, two axes, two screwdrivers, two pliers, 
four wrenches (two large and two small), and two garden hoes. 
Joshua, as I recalled, gleamed with joy as he saw his master with 
the toys while our victims huddled in fear far worse than the two 
ever witnessed. 

I set the tools, with force, onto the ground and began 
picking up the small wrench to begin our proceedings. "Joshua, 
now I want you to pick up a small wrench and secure it onto 
Omar's prick. If he struggles, then act accordingly. I know you are 
much stronger than that waste of trash," I said. Joshua nodded and 
picked up the small wrench, which was just as big as his hands, 


and began tightening it onto Omar's prick. Omar cried in torment 
along with his companion, Marcos, as we, the heroes, began our 
quest. 


The house was now echoing with screams worse than it 
was before. However, once again, they only served to drive us in 
our quest. Blood, while seldom, painted the wrench all the while 
the horrendous stench of the upstairs and the bodily materials 
invaded our senses. The best description of the setting would be 
of hell—nobody to save this poor, defenseless boys, the heroes 
relishing in victory, and the victims, of which, die and suffer 
under the hands of their captors. "God fucking damn, finally," 1 
cried as Joshua and I were finally able to finish securing the 
wrenches onto the boy's pricks. 

"Now, I want you, Joshua, to follow my lead. I want you 
to pick up one of the pliers along with me, and then perform 
circumcision on Omar by securing the pliers onto the top of his 
foreskin, and then tearing off every single last bit of his foreskin 
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without any restraint in the process from you. If Omar struggles 
against you, then I will help you," Joshua nodded to me as if he 
was an obedient pet, and we began. 

Our victims, even in this tragedy, held hands in 
desperation as they awaited their cruel fate. Joshua and I soon 
interrupted their touching moment by introducing our victims to 
what we were discussing. Marcos gave a lot of resistance, even 
though it was futile as I was able to overpower him easily, and I 
decided upon putting the boy into a headlock as I used the pliers 
and clipped them onto his foreskin, and then began ripping off his 
foreskin. He cried in agony as blood and the flesh of his foreskin 
spilled onto the pliers and onto both of us. I went vigorously at 
this which made Joshua imitate my behavior and soon, both boys 
gave up on their futile efforts and, instead, yelped in cries as we 
continued to violently tear off their foreskin. As I was doing this, I 
positioned my head towards his prick and began sucking off the 
blood dripping off of the mutilated foreskin. Joshua attempted the 
same and, damn, did he do an exceptional job at it. 

Finally, we finished our job and I ate the dismembered 
foreskin with ease, along with Joshua. Their pricks now 
resembled cactuses covered in a gory mess. I noticed that Omar 
fainted from the ordeal, which made me chuckle from his 
patheticness. Our next item on the list was the screwdriver and so, 
J instructed Joshua with his orders once more, "Now Joshua, I 
want you to grab the screwdriver and, along with me, force it into 
the prick hole of your respective victim. I want the entire damn 
screwdriver to go inside of their pricks and, soon, we will be able 
to be officially finished with mutilating their useless pricks." 

After my words, Joshua, surprisingly, went right towards 
the screwdriver and in a second, the screwdriver was already 
positioned towards Omar's prick. Accordingly, I grabbed the other 
screwdriver and, like Joshua, positioned mine towards my 
victim's prick hole. Marcos screamed in pain while uttering words 
that sounded Spanish, but Omar was silent since he was still 
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unconscious. Due to this, Joshua was easily able to fit the 
screwdriver into Omar's prick hole while, after some fierce effort, 
I was able to fit the screwdriver into Marcos's prick. I then 
instructed Joshua to twist the screwdriver vigorously in the prick 
hole as I did the same and soon, their pricks split into two slices 
after our violent efforts. Blood splattered all onto my face, as well 
as Joshua, which made him blush. When I saw his cute blush, I 
gave him a kiss on the cheek, lasting approximately six seconds, 
and then prepared for the next step in our fun. 

"Ok then Joshua, please grab a hammer and with me, we 
will bash the stomachs of both boys and eat their intestines. 
Afterward, we will use the axes to behead them and then, we will 
use the garden hoes to mutilate the rest of their bodies, so they are 
unrecognizable. Finally, we will discharge on our respective 
victims and then fuck on their dismembered and now defaced 
bodies." Like last time, he said no word nor nodded and just 
picked up the item and went about it as if he was on autopilot. I 
smirked, as if I took a liking to Joshua's dissolute attitude, and 
picked up the rusty hammer and, accompanied by Joshua, 
vehemently hammered away at the stomach of our victims. Blood 
and screams from Marcos were the results of our doing and we 
prided ourselves on that. However, we presumed Omar was dead 
as he didn't respond, even from our forceful pounding of his 
stomach. 

A few minutes later, I reached the point where entrails 
sporadically painted my face and the hammer I was using, which 
prompted me to begin indulging in the intestines of Marcos. I was 
unable to notice if Joshua was doing the same, but from his 
moans, I presumed he was doing the same. Marcos's organs tasted 
of the usual blood taste I've come to enjoy, and had the flavor of 
raw meat but as if it was cooked. Damn did I love that taste so 
much! I made it my goal to vacuum out all of Marcos's intestines 
and entrails from the spot were my hammer broke through, and 
after some tiresome toiling, I was able to finish and lick clean all 
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of Marco's organs. I positioned my head upwards and noticed that 
Marcos was dead from the adversity, and also noticed that Joshua 
had almost finished clearing out all of the entrails of Omar. A 

smile was illustrated on my face as I was proud of Joshua's work. 

Joshua, as he remembered, picked up the ax which stood 
just as tall as himself. I was surprised at how he was able to carry 
such a thing at his age and his condition. But, I just picked up the 
ax along with him and positioned it towards my victim's head as 
if I was cutting down a tree. We both moved the ax towards our 
backs, and with the strongest force we could both exert, we 
swung it, with our might, towards our victim's heads and 
witnessed their heads slipping off of their torsos as if they were 
loose tree branches. "God damn, what a fucking satisfying 
feeling," I thought to myself. 

At last, we reached our final stage: the use of the garden 
hoe. Once again, Joshua didn't disappoint me in the least bit with 
his obedience and strong-willed effort to finish the job at hand. 
Simultaneously, we began mercilessly hacking the garden hoe at 
our victims mangled bodies and until just about every last body 
part was mutilated to the point it was unrecognizable, we 
concluded the final stage by frigging the other's prick until I 
discharged onto the corpses, as Joshua was too young to 
discharge. 

The aftermath of our debaucheries resulted in an awful 
stench that almost made me vomit just from being downstairs. 
Hence, I sprayed down the upstairs to my best efforts which 
helped to alleviate the stench. Later on, I allowed Joshua to clean 
himself off with my shower as I thought of my next course of 
action. Soon, an epiphany struck me after recalling what 
happened yesterday with Victor and Aaron. I decided upon, once 
Joshua got out of the shower, to call up the chief to ‘punish’ the 
four-year-old by sending him to the same place Victor and Aaron 
were sent to. However, Joshua was only four and he couldn't be 
sent to prison, but, luckily, I knew the chief would be willing to 
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send him to prison without anybody knowing. Therefore, I 
decided upon calling the chief and telling him the news. 

I was frustrated due to the number of times I had to call 
until I was finally able to get the chief on the phone without it 
going to voicemail; it took twelve damn times! "Oh, hey, Mike, 
sorry that I didn't pick up your other calls. What's the problem, 
you seem you have some sort of emergency or something to tell 
me?" "Yes I do chief, I think this may peak your interests," I said 
confidently. "Oh, well then tell me, boy, what is it," the chief said 
in a curious tone. "Well, I only have one 'toy' left and I was 
wondering if you would be willing to send that last 'toy' to were 
Victor and Aaron are currently housed at. However, this boy is 
only four so is there a way you can send him ‘under the radar'?" 
There was a momentary pause from the chief until he responded 
back in his usual, raspy voice, "Oh yes, of course! I will send my 
two good officers, who you met the other day, over to retrieve the 
'toy' you don't need anymore." "Oh, great! Thanks once again 
chief," I said in relief. "Oh no problem, Mike. Say, are you 
curious about how Victor and Aaron are holding up in the prison," 
the chief said. "Hmm, I guess it would be interesting to know how 
they are doing," I said. "Well, those two brats were raped by two 
of the most notorious pedophiles imprisoned there and their 
cellmates brutally murdered them by stabbing the boys while 
reaming them in their cells. Our guards recorded the video and 
frigged themselves plenty of times to it; hell, even I myself did so 
as well. The two officers I'm sending to you have a copy of the 
two videos for you. For your old 'toy' you don't need anymore, I 
will promise that the 'toy' will bring you some interesting results 
when I call you back the next day along with the video. So, Mike, 
does that sound like a plan," said the chief. Without hesitation, I 
responded back, "That sounds delightful, so fucking delightful!" 
"Well, that's wonderful. I'll call you back tomorrow and the 
officers should be there soon. Good luck and keep going towards 
the destiny your father instilled into you," the chief said. I hung 
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up afterward and just then the door to my room opened with 
Joshua stepping out with a smile on his face. "Oh, oh, this boy 
doesn't know what he's in for," I said with a quiet snickering after 
witnessing Joshua coming back from the shower. 

A few moments later, a knock was heard from my door 
and I opened it to be greeted by the two officers I met yesterday. 
"Hello Mike, I'm glad to see you again," said the tall officer. "So, 
that's the kid we're taking," said the chubby officer. After hearing 
the chubby officer say that, Joshua began huddling towards me in 
fear, but he then felt how cold I was and how I didn't care what 
was going to happen to him. The officers and I both smiled 
simultaneously as we noticed Joshua's now timid behavior. "So 
officers, this is Joshua," I said. "Well hello Joshua, we won't hurt 
you, we promise. We are just taking you back to your parents, 
that's all," the officers said with obvious sarcasm hidden in their 
voices. Joshua then, surprisingly, responded back saying, "No, I 
want to stay with my master, Mike," he said in protest. The 
officers look at each other with amusement, but they decided 
upon forcefully taking Joshua, who was hugging onto my leg and 
drag the now crying boy into the cop car. "Well Mike, see you 
around," said the tall officer. "Oh, I almost forgot. Here are the 
two video clips of the brats from yesterday," said the short officer 
as he pulled out a small, black USB flash drive from his pocket 
and handed it to me. "Hey Ron, stop fooling around and help me 
with this kid," said the tall officer. "Alright, alright I'm coming," 
said Officer Ron. Both left without another word and soon, the 
screams of Joshua faded and were replaced with the same familiar 
sounds of nature I was accustomed to. 

At last, my fellow reader, I finished this entry. Damn, it 
was something wasn't it? However, the final entry will not be 
much other than what happened to me in the future as I got older 
so don't expect another debauched tale like this one. But, I will 
promise you that my last tale will end off my magnum opus with 
brilliance the likes have never witnessed before! 
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ENTRY THE NINTH 
May 18, 2027 


Well, at last, my story comes to a close, my fellow reader. For this 
entry, I will describe my present-day self and what happened after 
the events that unfolded during my ten-year hiatus: 

To begin with, I resumed the human trafficking business, 
all the while the chief sent me the tapes of the children; I was 
even able to witness Joshua’s fate in its entirety. The video 
differed from the others and even through death, Joshua was able 
to maintain loyalty to his master, which showed his foolishness. 
However, I ran into a dilemma once I realized my toy box was 
empty, which prompted me to notify the person I know the best 
who was still alive—the chief. I told him of my problem, to which 
he responded as follows, “Sorry kiddo but I can’t just get new 
victims for you. Try finding some others and maybe then, you 
may find what you need.” He then hung up and I began pacing 
around the kitchen, thinking of someone who had connections. 
That’s when I decided upon calling up my previous libertines who 
lL encountered: my neighbor and Mr. Delhart, as Dan was, 
unfortunately, imprisoned and would serve no help. 

To my surprise, I was able to recall Mr. Delhart’s phone 
number, but I had to look through a phone directory to find my 
neighbor’s. I decided upon calling up Mr. Delhart first. After three 
long rings, Mr. Delhart finally picked up, sounding as if he was 
on some sort of drug. “Hey, is that you Dan,” Mr. Delhart said. 
“No, it’s me, Mike. I’m running Dan’s business now since he’s 
imprisoned,” | said in response. A brief pause was present but 
then he spoke up, this time, his caprice changed his demeanor as 
he recognized my voice. “Oh hey boy, how have you been,” he 
said, sounding like my father. “Oh, I’ve been good,” I said, “I’ve 
just been running Dan’s business, that’s all,” I said. “Well, that’s 
wonderful. So, what’s on your mind,” he said sounding oddly 
concerned. “Well, my toys are out of commission and I was 
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wondering if you could procure me some more, and, in return, 
I’m willing to compensate your efforts,” I said. “Hmm, that 
sounds quite thrilling. I’d love to help out,” he said sounding 
pleased. “Alright then, just meet me at 48 Canderburg Street with 
the fresh meat, alright,” I said. “Will do and you won’t have to 
worry about the wait; I know men who can get the juveniles from 
the local prison to human traffickers without a single person 
looking another way,” he said. 

Our call ended and, soon, I began the next call with my 
neighbor, whose name I found out to be Jared from the phone 
directory. I called up Jared and, unlike Mr. Delhart, he picked up 
only after the first ring. I was then greeted by his usual husky 
voice, “Hey, who is this?” “Hey Jared, it’s Mike. I was your 
neighbor. You know, the tall, scrawny kid with blonde hair,” I 
said. “Oh yeah, now I remember you. Well hey, Mike, it has been 
a while, hasn’t it,” Jared said. “Yeah, it has and now, thanks to 
you, I am a full-on libertine,” I said boastfully. “Well, that’s 
marvelous. I knew you had it in you kid. So, what did you want to 
speak with me about,” Jared said. “I was wondering if you could 
meet me at my house, which is located at 48 Canderburg Street. 
It’s a long drive but it will be well worth it. As of now, one of my 
libertine partners is gathering some young boys and girls that I 
assure you will be as naive and physically attractive as I was,” I 
said. After a momentary pause from Jared, he responded 
amicably, “That sounds like an astounding idea. I’d love to 
participate along with you!” “Ok, I’ll see you then,” I said and 
then, hung up on Jared. 

It took Mr. Delhart about four hours until he arrived, 
which impressed me as to how he gathered up the victims in such 
a short amount of time. Jared, though, took eight hours, as I 
expected. Due to the long time I had until Mr. Delhart arrived, I 
decided upon cleaning the dingy-looking house until all presence 
of foulness was eradicated. Right as I finished cleaning, I heard a 
knock on the door which prompted me to open the door and be 
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greeted by the familiar face of Mr. Delhart along with four boys, 
aged between 4-13, and two girls, aged between 8-14. All the 
boys looked almost identical in appearance—average stature for 
their respective ages, shrimpy bulges protruding from their 
trousers, and all of them having blond hair and brown eyes, which 
resembled trepidation from their predicament. The two girls, 
however, were no were near-identical—the girl on the left 
appeared to be the eldest; she was in a pink dress with cut marks 
along her wrists which appeared to be self-inflicted, had makeup 
defacing her face, and her ass, which I was able to see from her 
short dress, looked as if it was overused by reaming from other 
men, and she had dark black hair which matched her dark, cold 
eyes. The girl on the right was the opposite—she was far less in 
stature, had white, short shorts, which outlined her cunt and ass, 
and a white bow, she had no presence of makeup, possessed an 
ass that looked as invigorating as mine when I was younger, and 
she possessed red hair along with bubbly, blue eyes illustrating 
her personality. 

“Well Mike, here are our toys for the day,” said Mr. 
Delhart. Mr. Delhart and I exchanged chitchat, just as I did with 
my father, while we were journeying towards the dungeon that 
our passions would be exercised upon our victims. It was as if we 
were walking the children to the gallows. 

Fortunately, the children didn’t put up any force which 
made it seem like they were accustomed to their environment. 
Once upstairs, Mr. Delhart and I restrained our victims into the 
chains hanging above the wall, which were now positioned in a 
way that would put the boys on one side of the room and the girls 
on the opposite side. Once again, the children didn’t give one 
ounce of resistance and, so, we began deciding how to begin our 
proceedings. However, that was thwarted by the knocking of the 
front door. 

I scampered downstairs and open the door for our guest, 
who was none other than my neighbor: Jared. “Hey, Mike! Wow, 
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you’ ve grown since the last time we met,” he said as he admired 
my matured stature. “So Mike, we’re the toys you were talking 
about,” he said. “They’re upstairs with my libertine partner. 
Come, follow me upstairs,” I said. I guided Jared, who had a more 
scruffy beard this time around, to the dungeon. 

Once we arrived upstairs, Jared began admiring the 
dungeon and how I was able to pull off such an accomplishment. 
Afterward, he and Mr. Delhart gave their proper greetings and 
began discussing their relation to me. “What the hell, you mean 
you had the honors of deflowering Mike and I didn’t,” said Mr. 
Delhart in anger. They argued in a passive-aggressive demeanor 
until I was able to shut them up so they could focus on our fun. 

For approximately eight hours, we were able to ream each 
boy and girl, frig each boy, frig each girl’s cunt, have each boy 
and each girl frig and suck our pricks, suck each boy’s prick, eat 
the shit of each boy and girl while they eat our shit, drink the piss 
of each boy and girl while they drink our piss, gouge out the eyes 
of each boy and girl, frig the eye sockets of each boy and girl, of 
which, we discharged into; each of us able to discharge in every 
single eye socket of every single victim, and fill each eye socket 
of every victim with our vomit. For all these eight hours, we 
would repeat this around ten times and each of us would do it on 
every last victim. We then ended off this iniquity with the 
dismemberment of the boy’s pricks and the girl’s cunts and eating 
every last bit of their dismembered genitals, as we piss, shit, 
vomit, and pour our blood into every last victim’s eye socket, of 
which, each of us has a turn on all victims. 

I let the girls bleed to death from their dismembered cunts 
and called up the chief to, once again, clean up my mess. 
Thereafter, Mr. Delhart and Jared went their separate ways as I 
awaited the next day to receive the tapes of the four boys. 
Unfortunately, though, I was disappointed to see only three, 
instead of four, tapes were given to me, as the fourth victim died 
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from blood loss. “Oh, what a pathetic shitbag he was,” I thought 
to myself. 

After the event, Mr. Delhart, Jared, and I began doing the 
same routine, except changing our number of victims and their 
ages every-so-often; however, we remained consistent with our 
victims being within the ages of newborn to, at most, 16. 
However, we began to only perform on newborns later on. This 
routine of mine lasted for a few years until I was able to accrue 
enough connections and wealth to partake in these actions without 
needing the chief's assistance. 

News reports began spreading like wildfire. In particular, 
they mentioned the rise in human trafficking rates, but the higher- 
ups knew who was really behind this. Thus, they kept silent as my 
power was on their level; in a sense, I was my authority and could 
do what I please to anyone I choose. My understanding and 
realization of this virtue prompted me to continue, in greater 
efforts, in developing my human trafficking empire and 
exponentially increasing my libertine notoriety, while the people 
keep on losing their children every single day from the result of 
my doings. As of now, my human trafficking ring is the largest in 
the world; so large that even the most powerful elitists of the 
world are associated with such a dissolute group. 

My fellow reader, it seems you were able to finish my 
writings. As I’ve stated before, | applaud your perseverance and 
appreciation for this work of mine. Even after my hiatus, you still 
were curious and wanted to seek more about me; so, you patiently 
waited for my next entry. For this, you show your morbidly 
perverted nature; of which, is held deep within you. So, I ask you 
this, reader—Will you ever acknowledge that bastardized mind of 
your’s or will you, once more, be contempt with imprisoning that 
self of your’s and continue in life with the thought that you, with 
your virtues and ethics, are superior to other, foul individuals? 


-Mike 
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Michael, a 16 year old boy who has a 
curious and deviant mind, fantasizes of 
pursing a libertine life until one day, his 
wish comes true as his neighbor rapes 
him and turns him into having an interest 
into libertinage. Michael soon is caught by 
his father, who reveals his libertine nature 
and grooming Michael into the ideal 
libertine. As the story progresses, Michael 
becomes more and more depraved as he 
experiences darker debaucheries. As he 
becomes more libertine, he begins to 
partake in human _ trafficking, rape, 
pedophilia, murder, and other such 
perverse things until he becomes who he 
wants to be. 


He strikes again, the libertine 
writer—Leon Avernicus. He 
considers Reflection to be his 
first libertine work and said it 
was the catalyst to his start in 
writing liberature literature. 
Although it is inferior to his 
other works, Avernicus still 
considers it to be one of his 
foundational pieces. 


